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tum Iuno omnipotens longum miserata dolorem 


difficilisque obitus Irim demisit Olympo 


quae luctantem animam nexosque resolueret artus 	


nam quia nec fato merita nec morte peribat 


sed misera ante diem subitoque accensa furore 


nondum illi flauum Proserpina uertice crinem 


abstulerat Stygioque caput damnauerat Orco 


ergo Iris croceis per caelum roscida pennis 	


mille trahens uarios aduerso sole colores


deuolat et supra caput astitit hunc ego Diti 	


sacrum iussa fero teque isto corpore soluo 	


sic ait et dextra crinem secat omnis et una 	


dilapsus calor atque in uentos uita recessit





Then all-powerful Juno, pitying the long suffering 


of her difficult death, sent Iris from Olympus, to release 


the struggling spirit, and captive body. For since


she had not died through fate, or by a well-earned death, 


but wretchedly, before her time, inflamed with sudden madness, Proserpine had not yet taken a lock of golden hair 


from her head, or condemned her soul to Stygian Orcus. 


So dew-wet Iris flew down through the sky, on saffron wings, trailing a thousand shifting colours across the sun,


and hovered over her head. “ I take this offering, sacred to Dis, as commanded, and release you from the body that was yours.” So she spoke, and cut the lock of hair with her right hand. All the warmth ebbed at once, and life vanished on the breeze.





For posterity let it be known that we did not translate this far for the small test on 393-end. However we are allegedly supposed to know it for the Book IV Unit Test. The following is from Tony Kline:


http://www.tonykline.free-online.co.uk/Virgilhome.htm








Likewise the hero is struck with constant words here and there and he feels the cares in his great heart.


<to 642>


But Dido, trembling and raging with such undertakings, rolling her bloodshot eyes and trembling cheeks suffused with spots, pale with future death, breaks into the innermost threshold of the house and maddened she mounts the high steps and unsheathes the Dardan sword, a gift not intended for this use.


Here after she had seen the Illian clothing and noted couch, having delayed a bit with tears and in mind she reclined on the bed and said last words:








“Sweet mementos, while fates and god were allowing, accept this spirit and release me from these anxieties. I have lived and I have finished the course which fortune had given and now the great image of me will go under the earth. I have established a famous city; I have seen my walls, I have accepted punishments from my unfriendly brother, having avenged the man [my husband]; happy, alas, very happy if only Dardan hulls had never struck our shores!”





She says, having pressed her face in the couch “so, so it pleases to go under the shades. Let the cruel Trojan drink this fire with his eyes on the deep and bear with him the omens of our death.” She had spoken and in the middle of such things the followers see her fallen on the iron (blade) and the sword frothing with blood, and hands sprinkled. A shout goes from the high halls. Rumor rushes wildly through the city. The rooftops roared with shrieking and groaning and feminine wailing, the heavens resound with great wailing. Not otherwise than if all Carthage should fall with enemies having been let in, or old Tyre, and raging fires should roll through the rooftops of men and gods. Thoroughly frightened and breathless and trembling [with] haste, her sister heard, disfiguring her face with nails, and (beat) her breast with her fist; she rushes through their midst and calls the dying one by name. 








“Was this that, sister? Were you seeking me with fraud? Were that funeral pyre and flames altars preparing this for me? What shall I, forsaken, question first? Did you dying scorn your companion sister? Would that you have called me to the same fate; would that the same grief and the same hour had borne us both on the iron. Was I even building this with these hands, and was I calling the country’s gods by voice, so thus I would be absent, cruelly, when you were placed? You have been extinguished with me, sister; the people and the Sidonian fathers and your city. Allow me to wash your wounds with water and if a last breath wanders above, allot me to catch it with my mouth. So having spoken she mounted the high steps and cherished her dying sister having enfolded her to her bosom with a sigh, and stanched the black blood with her robe. She having tried again to lift her heavy eyes, [but] fails, and the wound having been pierced gurgles. Three times raising herself, leaning on her elbow, she lifted herself; three times she fell back on the high couch, and she sought the light in the sky with wandering eyes and she groaned having found it.








haud secus adsiduis hinc atque hinc uocibus heros 	


tunditur et magno persentit pectore curas





at trepida et coeptis immanibus effera Dido 	


sanguineam uoluens aciem maculisque trementis 	


interfusa genas et pallida morte futura 	


interiora domus inrumpit limina et altos 	


conscendit furibunda rogos ensemque recludit 	


Dardanium non hos quaesitum munus in usus


hic postquam Iliacas uestis notumque cubile 	


conspexit paulum lacrimis et mente morata 	


incubuitque toro dixitque nouissima uerba





dulces exuuiae dum fata deusque sinebat 	


accipite hanc animam meque his exsoluite curis 	


uixi et quem dederat cursum Fortuna peregi 	


et nunc magna mei sub terras ibit imago 	


urbem praeclaram statui mea moenia uidi 	


ulta uirum poenas inimico a fratre recepi 	


felix heu nimium felix si litora tantum 	


numquam Dardaniae tetigissent nostra carinae





dixit et os impressa toro moriemur inultae 	


sed moriamur ait sic sic iuuat ire sub umbras 	


hauriat hunc oculis ignem crudelis ab alto


Dardanus et nostrae secum ferat omina mortis 	


dixerat atque illam media inter talia ferro 	


conlapsam aspiciunt comites ensemque cruore 	


spumantem sparsasque manus it clamor ad alta 	


atria concussam bacchatur Fama per urbem 	


lamentis gemituque et femineo ululatu 	


tecta fremunt resonat magnis plangoribus aether 	


non aliter quam si immissis ruat hostibus omnis 	


Karthago aut antiqua Tyros flammaeque furentes 	


culmina perque hominum uoluantur perque deorum 	


audiit exanimis trepidoque exterrita cursu 	


unguibus ora soror foedans et pectora pugnis 	


per medios ruit ac morientem nomine clamat





hoc illud germana fuit me fraude petebas 


hoc rogus iste mihi hoc ignes araeque parabant 


quid primum deserta querar comitemne sororem 


spreuisti moriens eadem me ad fata uocasses 


idem ambas ferro dolor atque eadem hora tulisset 


his etiam struxi manibus patriosque uocaui 


uoce deos sic te ut posita crudelis abessem


exstinxti te meque soror populumque patresque 


Sidonios urbemque tuam date uulnera lymphis 


abluam et extremus si quis super halitus errat 


ore legam sic fata gradus euaserat altos 


semianimemque sinu germanam amplexa fouebat 


cum gemitu atque atros siccabat ueste cruores 


illa grauis oculos conata attollere rursus 


deficit infixum stridit sub pectore uulnus 


ter sese attollens cubitoque adnixa leuauit 


ter reuoluta toro est oculisque errantibus alto 


quaesiuit caelo lucem ingemuitque reperta 








But pious Aeneas, although he desires to sooth her grieving by consoling, turns away the anxieties with words, groaning much, having been shaken as to his spirit by love [“his spirit shaken by love”], nevertheless he follows the orders of the gods and revisits the fleet. Then truly the Trojans are working and launch towering ships over the entire shore. The caulked keel floats, and they bear the leafy oars and unhewn oaks of the forest with eagerness for flight. 





You could see the departing and flowing from the whole city. Just as when ants plunder a large heap of grain, mindful of winter, and store it under their roofs; a black line goes and carries the booty through the grasses on the narrow path. Part shove, pushing with shoulders the heavy grains; others force the lines and reprove those delaying; the whole path boils with work. What emotion was to you, Dido, seeing such things, or what groans were you giving when you saw the shores bustling widely from the top of the citadel; when you were seeing the whole sea mixed before your eyes with such great shouts?








Cruel love, what do you not force mortal hearts (to do)? She is forced to go once again in tears, once again to urge by entreating and submit minds to love as suppliant, so that she would leave nothing untried, she about to die in vain. “Anna, you see that it is being hurried [“haste is being made”] around the whole shore; they have come together from all sides, the canvas calls the breeze now and the happy sailors have placed garlands on the ships.





Since I was able to expect such great sadness, then I will be able to endure it, sister. However, carry out this one thing for miserable me, Anna: for the treacherous one only honors you alone, and even entrusts his secret feelings to you; you alone know soft approaches to the man and the time [to approach him]: go, sister, and as suppliant speak to the proud enemy.





I did not swear to destroy the Trojan race with the Greeks at Aulis nor [did I send] a fleet to Pergama, nor desecrate the ashes or soul of father Anchises; [so] why does he deny to admit my words in his stern ears? Wither does he run? Let him give this last gift to his miserable lover; let him await an easy flight and favorable winds. I do not beg for the old wedlock which he betrayed, nor that he abstain from beautiful Latium or relinquish his kingdom; I ask for hollow time; time and space for passion [“to cool off”] while my fortune teaches me, conquered, to grieve. I beg for this one last favor, pity your sister, which when he has given it to me I will return it heaped up with death.”





She was begging [Anna] with such words, and her very miserable sister bears and bears again such tearful pleas. But he is moved by no tears, nor does he yielding hear any voices. The fates hinder and a god stops the calm ears of the man. Now just as when the Alpine north winds struggle amongst themselves with blasts now here now there to uproot a strong oak with the strength of years there goes a creaking and the high leaves strew the ground with trunk having shaken, but it itself clings to the rocks and as far as its crown extends to the heavens, it extends as far down to Tartarus with its roots.























solando cupit et dictis auertere curas 	


multa gemens magnoque animum labefactus amore 	


iussa tamen diuum exsequitur classemque reuisit 	


tum uero Teucri incumbunt et litore celsas 	


deducunt toto nauis natat uncta carina 	


frondentisque ferunt remos et robora siluis 	


infabricata fugae studio








migrantis cernas totaque ex urbe ruentis 	


ac uelut ingentem formicae farris aceruum 	


cum populant hiemis memores tectoque reponunt 	


it nigrum campis agmen praedamque per herbas 	


conuectant calle angusto pars grandia trudunt 	


obnixae frumenta umeris pars agmina cogunt 	


castigantque moras opere omnis semita feruet 	


quis tibi tum Dido cernenti talia sensus 	


quosue dabas gemitus cum litora feruere late 	


prospiceres arce ex summa totumque uideres 	


misceri ante oculos tantis clamoribus aequor





improbe Amor quid non mortalia pectora cogis 	


ire iterum in lacrimas iterum temptare precando


cogitur et supplex animos summittere amori 	


ne quid inexpertum frustra moritura relinquat 	


Anna uides toto properari litore circum 	


undique conuenere uocat iam carbasus auras 	


puppibus et laeti nautae imposuere coronas








hunc ego si potui tantum sperare dolorem 	


et perferre soror potero miserae hoc tamen unum 	


exsequere Anna mihi solam nam perfidus ille 	


te colere arcanos etiam tibi credere sensus 	


sola uiri mollis aditus et tempora noras 	


i soror atque hostem supplex adfare superbum





non ego cum Danais Troianam exscindere gentem 	


Aulide iuraui classemue ad Pergama misi 	


nec patris Anchisae cinerem manisue reuelli 	


cur mea dicta negat duras demittere in auris 	


quo ruit extremum hoc miserae det munus amanti 	


exspectet facilemque fugam uentosque ferentis 	


non iam coniugium antiquum quod prodidit oro 	


nec pulchro ut Latio careat regnumque relinquat 	


tempus inane peto requiem spatiumque furori


dum mea me uictam doceat fortuna dolere


extremam hanc oro ueniam miserere sororis 	


quam mihi cum dederit cumulatam morte remittam





talibus orabat talisque miserrima fletus 	


fertque refertque soror sed nullis ille mouetur 	


fletibus aut uoces ullas tractabilis audit 	


fata obstant placidasque uiri deus obstruit auris 	


ac uelut annoso ualidam cum robore quercum 	


Alpini Boreae nunc hinc nunc flatibus illinc 	


eruere inter se certant it stridor et altae 	


consternunt terram concusso stipite frondes 	


ipsa haeret scopulis et quantum uertice ad auras 	


aetherias tantum radice in Tartara tendit








